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George Percival Algernon Jones, vice-

esident of the Metropolitan Oriental

ug company of New York, thirsting for
romance, I8 in Calro on & business trip.
Horace Ryanne arrives at the hotel In
Calro with a carefully guarded bundle.
Ryanne sells Jones the famous holy Yhi-
ordes rug which he admits having stolen
from a pasha at Bagdad. Jones meets
Major Callahan and later is introduced to
Fortuna Chedsoys by & woman to whom
he had loaned 15 pounds at Monta Carlo
some months previously, and who turns
out to be Fortune’s mother. Jonea takes
Mrs. Chedsoye and Fortune to a polo
game. Fortune returma to Jones the
money borrowed by ber mother. Mra.
Chedsoye appears to be engaged In some
mysterious enterprise unknown to the
daughtoer,

CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.)

Some one was sitting down beside
him. It was Ryanne, in eévening
clothes, Ilmmaculate, blase, pink-
cheeked, There are some men so hap-
plly framed that they can don ready-
made suita without calling your atten-
tlon to the fact, George saw at once
that the adventurer was one of these
fortunate individuals,

“Makes a rather good plcture to
look at; eh?" began Ryanne, rolling
a flake-tobacco cigarstte. “Dance?”

“No. Wish 1 could, You've done

qulck work,"” with admiring inspection,
“Net a fldw anywhere. How do you
do (t?
“TRanks, Thanks to you, I might

pay. 1 did sapze tall hustling, though.
Strange, how we love these funeral
togeerles. W follow the dance and
we follow ths dead, with never a
variation in oolor. The man who In-
vented the modern evening clothes
must have done good buginess durlng
the day as chief-mourner.”

*"Why don’t you send for your lug-
gagea?

Ryanne caressed his chin. "My
luggage 18, I belleve, in the hands of
the enemy, It I8 of no great lmport-
ance, I never carry anything of value,
gave my skin, I'm not llke the villain
in the melodrama; mno incriminating
documents, no lost wills, no directions
for digging up plrates’ gold,”

“I supposs you'll soon ba oft for
America?" George asked Indifferently.

“l suppose so. By the way, I saw
you at the game today.”

“No! Where were you?"

“Top row. | am golng to ask a
favor of you. It may sound rather odd
to your ears, but 1 know those two
Iadies rather well. I kept out of the
way till I could find some clothes,
The favor I ask |8 that you will not
tell them anything regarding the cir-
cumstances of our meeting. I am
known to them &8 s globe-trotter and
a collector."

“That's too bad,” sald George con-

“You don't belleve . . . ™

“My friend, I belleve in all things
that haven't been proved !mpossible.
You've been knocking about here long
enough to know something of the
tenacity of the Arab and the East In-
dian, Given a just cause, an idol's
gye or a holy carpet, and they'll fol-
low you round the world ten times, if
need be. 1 never worry needlessly,
but I lay out before me all the points
of the game, There is one man in Bag-
dad who will never cease to think of
me. This fellow is an Arab, Mahomed.
El-Gebel by name, the real articls,
proud and savage, into whose keeping
the Holy Yhiordes was given; Ma-
homed-El-Gebel, the Pasha's right-
hand, a sheik in hig own right.”

“Hut you haven't got the rug now.”

“No, Mr. Jones, I haven't; but on
the other hand, you have. So, here
we are togother. When he geta
through with me, your turn.”

George laughed. HRyanne grew
thoughtful over this slgn. Perclval
Algernon did not seem exactly wor-
ried.

“Aren't you a lttle afrald?"

“1? Why should I be?’ Inquired
George innocently. “Certainly, what-
ever your Arab friend's arguments
may be, moral or physical, I'm golng
to keep that Yhiordes."

Wag he bluffing? Ryanne wondered.
Did he really have nerve? Well,
within forty-eight hours there would
come # test.

“Say, do you know, I rather wish
you'd been with me on that trij—that
{g, If you like a rough game."” Ryanne
sald this In all sincerity.

“l have never been in a rough game,
as you call if; but I've often had a
strong desire to be, just to find out for
myself what sort of a duffer I am.”

Ryanne had met this gort of man be-
fore: the fellow who wanted to know
what stuff he was made of, and was
ready to risk his hide to find out. His
experience had taught him to expect
nothing of the man who knew Jfst
what he was going to do in a crisis.

“DId you ever know, Mr. Jones,"
said Ryanne, his eyes humorous, “that
there 1s an organization In this world
of ours, A company that offers s try-
out to men of your kidney?”

“What's that? What do you mean?"

“What I say. There is an established
concern which will, upon application
for a liberal purchase of stock, ar-

range any kind of adventure you
wish."

“What?" Gearge drew In hls legs
and gat up. ‘“What sort of a Jolly is
this?"

“You put your finger upon the one
great ohstacle. No one will belleve
that such a concern exists. Yet it s
n fact. And why not?”

“And You Aren't Afrald to Admit It™

tritaly. told
them,"”

“The derll you have!" Ayanne drop-
per his cigarette Into tha ash-tray, "If
{ remember rigkely, you asked me to
say nothing.™

“I know." sald George wisibly em-
barrnssed, “1 forgot.”

“Whell, the fat is in the fire. [ dare
say that I caa get round It. It was
risky, Women like to talk. I expect
every hour te hear of some one ar
riving from Bagdad."

“There's no boat from that direction
! next weel," Informed George, who
wag a stickler on time-tables.

“There are other ways of getting

“But 1 bave already

“Becanse it wouldn't be real; it
would be going to the moon & Ia
Coney Island.”

“Wrong, absolutely wrong. If I
told you that I am a stockholder in
this company, and that the adventure
of the Yhiordes rug was arranged for
my special benefit, what would you
gy 1"

“8ay?" George turned a serfous
countenance toward the mndventurer.
“Why, the whole thing ls absurd on
the face of it. As a joke, it might go}
but s & genuine affalr, utterly Mupos
sible.” '

“No,” quietly, “T admit that It
sounds absurd, yes; but ten years sgo
they'd have locked up, as insane, &
man who sald that he could fiy, But
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think of last summer at Parls,
Rhelms, at Frankfort; the Contine

air was full } flylng-machines.

It's pretty difflcult to impress thella
erage mind with gomething new.
shouldn't we cater to the poetic,
romantie side of man? Wae've
cerns for everything else. The t
is, mediocrity s always standing [be-
hind the corner with brickbats r
the Inftiative. Belleve me or not,

have the scars.”

“But in these prosale times!™
mured George, still skeptical.

“Prosaio times!” iffed Ryacne.
"There's oné of your brickbats, They
swung it at the head of the first print-
er. Prosaic times! My friend, this
is the most romantic and bewildering
age humanity has yet seen, There's
more romance and adventure going
about on wheels and steel-bottems
than ever there was in the days of
Drake and the Spanish galleons,
There's an adventure lurking round the
nearest corner—romance, too. What
this organization does is to direet you;
after that you have to shift for your-
self, But, llke a first-rate physieal In-
structor, they never mgp out more
then a man can do. They gave me
the rug. Your bones, on such & guest,
would have been bleaching upon the
banks of the Tigris."”

“What the deuce 18 this company
called?” George was enjoying the con-
versution immensely.

“The United Romance and Adven-
ture company, Ltd., of London, .Pnrls.
and New York"

“Have you any of the company's
paper with you?" George represied
his lnughter because Ryanne's ,i'nco
wag serious enough,

“Unfortunately, no. But if you]will
glve me your banker's address 1'Jl be
pleased to forward you the projpecs
tus."

“"Knauth, Nachod and Kuhne
am shortly leaving for home.
send it to New York. 1 say, s
& chap buys an adventure that
up to the mark; can be return it.or
exchange it for another?” :

“No. It's all chance, you know.
The rules of the game are steel
bound., We find you an pdventuve;
It's up to you to make good.'"

“But, once more suppose a chap geds
a llttle too rough a game, and doesn't
turn up for his dividends; what then?"

“In that event,” answered Ryanne
sadly, “the gtock reverts to the gen-
eral fund."”

George lay back In his chalr '\nd let
go his laughter. “You arse mighty
good company, Mr. Ryanne"

“Well, well; we'll say nothing more
about it. Put a moment gonhe . you
apoke as if you were game for an ex-
ploit."”

“1 still am. But it T knew the ad-
venture was prearranged, as you say,
and I was up againgt a wall, there
would be the Inclnation to cable the
firm for more lnstructions,”

Ryanne himself laughed this time.
“That's a good idea, 1 don’t bhelleve
the company ever thought of such a
contingency, But I repeat, otir ‘busi-
nees is to glve you the kick-off. After
that you have to fight for your own

- 8

downa"
“The stock Isn't lsted?” again
laughing, f
“Gparcely, One man tells anether,

as I tell you, and so on.”

“You send me the prespectus; I'm
rather curious to have & look &t it

“1 certainly shall do &0," replied
Ryanne, with gravity unndsamed.
“Ah! Here come Mrs. Chedsoye and
her daughter. 1f you don't mind, 1'll
make myself scarce. I do not care
to see them just now, after your hav-

fng told them about the stolen
Yhiordes.”

“I'm sorry,’ ‘sald George, Ttising
eagerly.

“It's all in the game," gnl!nnt.l.r.

Qeorge saw him gracefully ma-
neuver his way round the crush to-
ward the stalrs leading to the bar.
Really, he would llke to know more
about this amiable free-lance, Ag the
old fellows used to say, he little
dreamed that destiny, one of those
things from Pandora's box, was pre-
paring a deeper and more Intimate
acquaintance,

“And what has been lmnslnl you,
Mr. Jones?" asked Mrs, Chedma. “1
saw vou laughing”

“I was talking with the ru‘ chap,

He's a droll fellow. He said that he
had met yon somewhere, b con-
eluded not to renew the acquaintance,

gince I told him that his adv
part was known to you."

“That s foollsh. I rather enjoy
meeting men of his stamp.
Fortuna

"Sometimes,” with a 4
smile, “1 bellave ws have
mother, There was some
miliar about bis head., Of coups
saw him only from a distance

“l do not think there is any real
hsrm in him,” eaid George. "What

wmade me lnugh was a' singul

sgitfon he set hefore me. He gnid he
owned stock In a concern called ‘The
TUnited Romance and Adventure com-
pany;* and that for a specified sum of
money, one could have any adventure
one pleased.”

“Dld you ever hear of such a
thing?” cried the mother merrily, For-
tune searched her face keenly. “The
United Romance and Adventure Com-
pany! He must have been joking.
What did you say his name l8?"

“Ryanne. Joking Is my ldea exact:
ly," George agreed, “The scheme 18
to plunge the stockholder into & real
live adventure, and then let him pull
himself out the best way he can.
Sounds good. He added that this rug
business was an instance of the suc:
cess of the concern. There goes the

musle, Do you dance, Miss Ched-
soye?"’

A little Fortune was preoceu:
pled. She was wondering what lay

behind Mr, Ryanne's amiable jJest.

“@Go along, both of you," sald Mrs.
Chedsgoye. “I am too old to dance. I
prefer watching people.” She sat
down and arranged herszell comfort-
ably, She was always arranging her-
galf comfortably) It was one of the se-
crets of her pérennial youth. She
was very lovely, but George had eyes
for the daughter only, Mrs, Ched:
gove saw this, bvt was not in the least
chagrined.

“It 1g so many years since I tripped
the light fantagtic toe' George con-
fesged, reluctantly and nervously, now
that he had bravely committed him-
gelf, “It is quite possible that the
accent will be primarlly upon the
trip."”

“Parhaps, ther,” replied the girl,
who truthfully was out of tune, “per-
hape I had bettsr get my wraps and
we'll go outside. The night is glorl-
ous."

ghe ecouldn’t have suggested any-
thing more to his Hking. And so,
after a little hubrying about, the two
_ygung people went outside and began
to promenade slewly up and down the
mole. Thelr conversation was desul-
tory. George had dropped back Into
his ghell and the girl was not equal
to the task of drawing him out
(Once he stumbled over a sleeping
beggar, and would have fallen had she
not caught him by the arm.

“Thanks. I'm clumsy."”

“It's rather dificult to see them In
the moonlight; thelr rags match the
pavements,”

The Egyptlan night, that sapphirine
darkness which the flexible Imagina-
tlon peoples with lovely and terrible
shades, or fioods with mystery and ro-
mance and wonder, lay softly upon
this strip of verdure aslant the des-
ert's face, the Valley of the Nlle, The
moon, round, brilliant, strangely near,
suffused the scarred old visage of the
world with phantom sllver; the dtones
of the parapet glowed dully, the pave-
ment glistened whitely, all things {t
touched with gentleness, lavishing
beauly upon beauty, mellowing ugli-
ness or effacing 1. The deep blue
Nile, beribboned with the glancing
lights from the gilent feluccas, curling
musically along the sides of the frost-
like dahabeahs and steamers, rolled
on to the sea; and the blue-white
arc-lamps, spanning the Great Nile
bridge, took the semblance of a pearl
necklace. From time to time & cara-
van trooped acrogs the bridge lnr.o
Cairo.

“Do you care for poetry, Mr. Jones?"

“17 I used to write It."

“And you aren't afrald to admit 1£?"

“Well, I shouldn’t confess the deed
to every one” he answered frankly.
“We all write poetry at one time or
ancther; but It's generally not consti-
tutional, and we recover,”

“I do not see why any one should be
ashiamed of writing poetry.”

“Ah, but there Is poetry and poatry.
My kind and Byron's s born of kin-
dred soulg; but he was an active
genlus, whereas, | wasn't even a pas-
slve one. In all great poets 1 find my
own rejected thoughts, as Kmerson
says; and that's enough for my slen-
der needs, Poets are rather uncom-
fortable chaps to have round. They
are capricious, {rritable, temperament.-
al, selfish, and usually demand all the
attention.”

The little vocal stream died up
agnln, and once more they llstened to
the maglc sounds of the night. Bhe
stoppud abruptly to look over the para-
pet, and his shoulder met hers; after
that the world to him was never gp-
ing to be the same again.

Moonlight and poetry; not the
safest channels to sall uncharted. The
glrl was lonely, and George was lone-
ly, too, His longing had now assumed
a definite form; hers moved from this
to that, still indefinitely. The quick-
ness with which this definition had
come to George rather startled him.
His firat slght of Fortune Chedsoye
had been bul yesterday; yet, here he
was, not desperately hut consclously
in love with her. The situation bore
agalnat sll precepts; it ripped up his
preconcelved ldeas of romence as &

gale nt sea shreds & canvas, He felt
a bit panicky, He bad always planned
a courtghip of & year or so, meetings,
separations, and remeetings, pleasur-
able expectations, little junkets to the-
aters and country places; In brief, to
witness the rose grow and unfold.
Somewhere he had read or heard that
courtship was the plummet which
sounded the depths of compatibility.
He knew nothing of Feortune Ched-
soye, save that she was beautiful to
his eyes, and that she was as different
from the ordinary run of girls as yon-
der moon was from the stars,

Again she stopped, leaning over the
parapet and staring down at the wa-
ter swirling past the stone embank-
ment, He did likewise, resting upon
his folded arms. Suddenly his tongue
became alive; and quietly, without
hesitancy or embarrasement, he began
to tell her o! his school iife, his life
at home., And the manner In which
he spoke of his mother warmed her;
and she was strangely and wonder-
ingly attracted.

“Of course, the mother meant the
best In the world when she gave me
Percival Algernon; and because she
mennt the best, 1 have rarely tried to
hide them. What was good enough for
her to glve wus good enough for me
to keep, It ia glmply that I have been
foolish about It, supersensitive, I
should have laughed and accepted the
thing as a joke; Instead, I made the
fatal move of trylng to run away and
hide, But, taking the name in full,"
lightly, “it sounds as Incongruous as
playing Traumerel on a steam-plano.”

He expected her to laugh, but her
heart was too full of the old ache.
This young man, kindly, gentle, intel-
ligent, if shy, was a love-child, And
she? An offspring, the loneliest of
the lonely, the child that wasn't want-
ed. Many & time she had thought of
flinging all to the winds, of running
away and hiding where they never
should find her, of working with her
own hands for her bread and butter,
Little they'd have cared. But always
the rebel spirit dled within her as she
stepped outside the villa gates, To
leave behind for unknown privations
certain assured comforts, things of
which she was fond, things to which
she was used, she couldn't do it, she
fust conldn’t. Morally and physioally
ghe was a little coward,

“Let us go In,” she sald sharply.
Another moment, and she would have
been in tears,

CHAPTER VII.

Ryanne Tables His Cards.
During this time Mrs. Chedsoye, the
major, Meussrs. Ryanne and Wallacs,

These four persons were about going

forward upon a singularly desperate
and unusual enterprise. From now on
they were ne longer to fence with one
another, to «2ttt Crom this tople to
that, with the inairect waneuvers af
a house-cat intent upon the guest «f
the Friday mackerel. The woman's
face was allye with eagerness; the
oldest man looked from one to the
other with earnest ealculation; Wal-
lace no longer hid his cupldity;
Ryanne's immobility of countenaned
wag in itself a tacit admission to the
burning of all his bridges that he
might become a part of this conclave.

“Smuggling,” sald the major, with
prudent lowering of voice, evidehtly
continuing some previous dabnte,
“smuggling is a fine art, a keen sport-
tng propositiony and the consequendsd
of discovery are never setlous, What's
n fine of a thousand dollars agalmet
the profits of many sucgwssful excumr
glons Into the port of New York?
Nothing, comparatively. For several
years, now, we have carried on this
business with the utmost adroftness.
Never have we drawn serjous atten.
tion, We have made two or three
blunders, but the suspicions of the s«
cret-service wera put to gleep upon
each oceaslon. We have prospered.
Here 18 a gem, let us say, warth on
this slde a ‘thousand; over there we
sell it for enough to glve us a clean
profit of three or four hundred. Forty
per cent. upon our investment., That
ought to be enough for any reasonable
person. Am I rightt"

Mra. Chedsoye alone was unrespon-
slve to this appeal.

“I continue, then, We are making
enough to lay by something for our
ol age. And that's the only goal
which never loses fts lister. But
this affair!™

“Talk, talk,” sald Mrs. Chedsoye im
patiently.

“My dear Kate, allow me to relieve
my mind.”

“You have done so till the topic is
threadbare, It i rather late In the
day to go over the ground again.
Time I8 everything just now."

“Admitted, But this affair, Kate, is
big; blg with dangers, big with pit-
falls; there 15 & hidden menace in ev-
ery atnn of it. Mayhap death; who
knows? The older I grow, the more I
cling to materlal comforts, to enter-
prises of small dangers. However, a8
you infer, there's no golng back now.”

“No,"” assented Ryanne, his mouth
hard; “not if 1 have to proceed alone.”

She smiled at him. "“You talk of
danger,” speaking to the major, "What
danger can there be?"

“The unforeseen danger, the danger
of which we know nothing, and there

"r.. ey,
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“it's tha Excltement of Getting It and Coming Away Unscathed,”

officers and directors In the United
Nomonce snd Adventure Company,
Ltd, sat in the major's reom, round
the boudoirstand which had tempo-
rarily been given the dignity of &
table. The scene would not have been
without interest efther to the specula-
tive physiognomist or to the dramat-
lgt. To each it would have represent-
ed one of those astonishing moments
when the soul of a person comes out
into the open, as one might express it,
incautiously, to be revealed in the ex-

pronlons of the eyes ‘und the m&.' J

toumuubkwnrcmtorlt. Tﬂ
do not see it, my doar, but it Is there
neverthelees.”

Wallace nodded nmﬂu’l: ﬂ
anne shrugged.

“Pallure 18 practically mm '
And I want egeitement; I ¢ !t '
¥vu men crave your to

“And there we are, e LT
fan't the gold; it's the ud
getting it and coming away

sides of the bffair! It's the i
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